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The descent by a different, route to that which we had
followed on the way up was fairly easy, and we found
ourselves on the path again in two hours; then, instead of
dropping straight down to the temple, the grey wooden
roof of which rose amongst the trees, a thousand feet below,
we crawled round the base of a precipice and sought the
hermit lama in his cave. Hither he retired periodically
for contemplation. The lama received us hospitably,
and ollcrcd us of his best buttered tea and tsamba. He
had just finished Ills prayers, behind the curtain, and all
the sorcery outfit—bell, book and candle, for exorcising
devils and performing other miracles, was spread around
the.tiny cave where the lama slept and ate and prayed
for days together. However, the outside of the cave
was even more interesting than the inside, for on a slate
cliff just above were great tufts of the lovely chrome-
yellow Primula pulvinata, one of the Suffruticosa or
woody stemmed section of perennial primulas. It lives
to a great age, even perhaps for as much as a century,
forming clumps as big as a cushion. The plant was in
full bloom, the stems, each bearing an umbel of four
or five fragrant flowers, scarcely rising above the dense
cushions of dark green leaves which closely covered the
matted stems below. The foliage is fragrant. This was
a happy find, the species being previously unknown ; and
seeds sent to England flowered at the Edinburgh Botanic
Gardens in 1916-
With our backs to the cliff, we now looked down a steep
gulley over the green tree-tops, straight to the glacier
where it began to try and pull itself together at the foot
of the fall. Seracs and fallen bergs were breathlessly
jumbled together in boisterous confusion.
At night, in the glow of the full moon, the view of

